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For example, take this scene.

Here was Jacob Flanders gone abroad and
staying to break his journey in Paris, (Old Miss
Birkbeck, his mother's cousin, had died last June
and left him a hundred pounds.)

" You needn't repeat the whole damned thing
over again, Cruttendon," said Mallinson, the
little bald painter who was sitting at a marble
table, splashed with coffee and ringed with wine,
talking very fast, and undoubtedly more than a
little drunk.

" Well, Flanders, finished writing to your
lady ?" said Cruttendon, as Jacob came and took
his seat beside them, holding in his hand an
envelope addressed to Mrs. Flanders, near Scar-
borough, England.

" Do you uphold Velasquez ? " said Cruttendon.

" By God, he does," said Mallinson.

" He always gets like this," said Cruttendon
irritably.

Jacob looked at Mallinson with excessive
composure.

" I'll tell you the three greatest things that
were ever written in the whole of literature,"